
|j*| 1^nif frih with 'me

A &EW sort of Main street ha
1 Zjk crown up In this country. It 1

|f 0 x* ^ found, not In the small towns c

V4 tl,e plain Btatea- hut In tho bis cltle:
gHft < The larger tho bettor, tho more pre

nouncOd will bo thcli; Main strec

This is the anthology of such a tow
gBRBj .52nd street in Philadelphia is a shir

ing example of it
3/ You roust lean against the wall c

m the drug store with the corner policeI wwJ man on Saturday night to know a
sIVX who pasB. Tho uniformed one ha
JQj stood on that same corner for a Ion

time and can tell the history of the III
tie tAtlor shop across tho way, or ca

SjK spin the yarns that the old sailor i

; W, the cigar store spins every night ofth

I mJl Tbe Policeman'8 stories come 1

Hlv Bnttchefi' but If you I,aten loDK enougL you can heftr him tell what's beliin

ItiSk* ci r»* l*
rw 1>iami

have, heard of the tales^ of th

y Northern Lights and of tie me
* of '98. Truly thrilling hav

ibeen the escapades of those might
Argonauts of the north who challenge
the glacial trails in quest of the stu
called gold. Many a picture has bee
painted of placer #mine and sulmo
cannery in that land of tho froze
north. But what do wo know of th
bucket ride, of tho trip through th
.clouds to Bonanza, Jumbo or Mothe

Not so long ago, one dozen new

j@? & i comers, or "choechakos," as they calle

*p us, stepped from the Copper Rive

| Railroad train 200 miles in the interic
of Alaska. "Wo had come from "pul
side," from the states. Our purposi

> you would guess, was to earn the al
31 mighty dollar. On this cold, dark Fet

ruary morning wo had at last arrive
a* ;/ at our destination, a copper mlnin

camp In the heart of Alaska.
The threo mines, Bonanza, Jumfa

H and Mother Lode, are mile's apart, an
each one Is about five miles from tli
main camp, where the mill and th

^ | families are located, which Is our start
ing point.

J® As wo reached the top of the hill 1
going toward the tramway to get ou

Kb respective buckets to tho mines, m

B M v partner, a rangy Texan, suddenly cy

|| claimed, "Look at them little, specks
^ Ah reckon them's cows!" My eyes fol

lowed his finger. For in tho dlstanc
'ir, could be seen little dark objects moi

f lag In procession toward us. They rt

V1mi 11 8emble<* a sQuadron or airplanes 1

V-''JTVJ elosio flic formation. Then as w

jSfJgjy turned to the left the black dots seem

ed larger as they drew towards U!

WJ* Finally we reached the tram bous
where we saw they were a line c

|Hi buckets laden with their precious car

Jwy go of copper ore, broken-down ma

chinery or a human being,
[gjj I was not due to go up for a fei

ffXV minutes, hence I spent the Interval i
ASn J learning something about the trar
W/ house. The tram boy was emptyin
ipftA one of tho buckets into a large hole 1

tho rear of the place. Immediately a

« I each ore load was deposited, tho buckc
MTlP was shovod around to tho outgoing ca

JjSj, Covering myself with an arm

blanket, Indian fashion. I was hclpe
into a little iron bucket shaped llko

« ' Retto , the nxst c(/«
vendor, rcow/r so ftac M

n one will bnn<p back (be
b chestnuts tbkt are
d vot ffOOti,

y in Alaska
ts

e bathtub and somewhat like a laundry
n basket, though about halt the length
e olielther. Attached to the top of the
y little "iron boss" was a clamp-like ardrangoment which was attached to' the
fT cables when the buckets were in montion. Huddled in this peculiar shapod
n excuse for a car, I felt about as comnfortablo as a package-laden husband in
e a crowded street car.

e The Start,
r Without much ceremony the shift

boss or "hard-boiled Tommy," as he
-- was called, gave my bucket a little
d shovo. A sudden Jerk, and bucket,
ir army blanket and I were scooting
ir skywar'd Into realms of our feathered
- friends of the wilderness. We were
3, climbing upward, upward at an angle
1. of about 30 degrees, although it seem).ed like 60. Head to the rear, legs
d nanging loosely rrom the front of the
g little Iron carriage, I felt' like a helplesssteor going to the slaughterhouse,
o My heart was where my tonsils used
d to be and excopt for my loose-hanging
o -feet I was as tense as a doo at bay.
e The cables took a downward trend
t- towards a secluded valley. I had not

attorapted to look below as per Instrucntions, but this earthbound movement ot
r tho 'bus gave mo the opportunity to
y view this valley. I was still several

hundred feet above tho whito land
j when again my heart began to jump
1. and the fear monsters seized me at a

o new thought
What If the bucket, a hundred feet

behind mo with its several tons bf
a Iron, should become undamped on the.
e down grado? What would I do whon

that tremendous weight should ram
5. the stern of my little boat?
e A little houso was soon descernable,
if and I felt that all my troubles were
. over. It was the relay station, and I

would again see a human bting.
There was a quick good-by and 1

n was again off on my 40-minute ride to
n Bonanza, feelidg quite brave and reckuless for "Skinny" bad assured me that
g It is seldom that anyone is killed on
n me "lines.
a I ventured a look below. Silent,valitleys covered with crystal snows hid
from all their treasures of timber and
precious metals.

j And at last my bucket slowly
d climbed the last few feet to Bonanza,
a my destination.
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The Large Citi<
Small Towns i

n»*
every doorway, and mostly what's behindevery smile, real or painted, that
passes. He does It this way:

The Dance Hall.
That's where the young crowd beginsthe evening. You notice the girls

go In by themselves, and the boys
coma along later. It's cheaper that'
way. s If they go In couples the boys
have to pay the girls' wardrobe charge,
so they just agree to meet upstairs by
tbe orchestra. Everybody buys bis
own ticket and then pairs up-later on.
If a fellow does happen to take a girl,
tbe bunch knows It's bis pay-day.

It yon don't have a partner you can

get one as easy as frostbites In Winter,
t

ifters it' Lten compehhon
street wov/e p&k'ces fe
the D'ffr f<ita\ly 't/rne,^
D^S, with A pirJon&ile nt

Just stand around and look-like a receptioncommittee. Tbo girls talk to
each other with tho elaborately unconcernedair of ono who reads a book
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is Now Harb
in Their Mids

X X X
upside-down. They set ae thougt
didn't care If they erer danced i
The boys stand aroundi and ata
them with an amused expression jUfa, *T11 let you wait awhile, It
does you good. But 111 say I'm '

waiting for." w
Flnally they do get together

dance off. Theyo is no six-foot n
that hall. If you don't mash
cheelc against your partner's the
agement thinks there's some
wrong with the;, music.

The Back Bow at tho Mo Ties
It's too bad the whole theater

be a back how. As things stand
BUI Brlggs has to wear out his

11. .. / C
tmano itie

j>et the hide 6f
ile&re, Siys Henry C/y
ite ofynde to far vote,

trying to get to tally JbneB' hou
7 o'clock Saturday night, bo the:
get to tho movies early. Sally1
tber objects to her rushing away
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Be by dinners and wonders why on earth
r can they can't go later. Naturally, the pair
a fa- do not explain that there isn't a
from chance to got on the back row after

7:30. In case they miss, it is necessaryto sit down front, where every1body can see Sally parked against11 Bill'* nhfllltflor. finch an nwhlhlt

petes with the' comics In affording
its' amusement This. Is embarrassing.
^ Much better to be on the back row,

where thcro aro no eyes boring Into
s tho back of your neck.. But alas, the

back row Is too small for the number
of Bills and Sallys, so tho only thing
to do is fight a way In early.

Tho Ice Croam Parlor.
Here you find them after the dance

or the movies, their noses mixed with
the straws in tall glasses of chocolate
soda, or their chins daubed with spln'nlngs of marshmallow from one of
those sundaes that try to beat the
weekly hash to variety of contents,

a It is considered witty for tho fely?lows to say to tho girls, "Come on and3 drink a sundae, or let's take a bite out
of a soda." Tho first wit who said it

"i ought to bo proud of himself. Such
f wise remarks are like popular songs.^ if they take.well evorybody sings them.

It's Just as important to walk on the
* west side of Fifty-second street as it
s is to select the south side of Chestnut
& street. Thero, if you have a new dross,* it will bo seen by the people for whom

..... It uu. muig JUU j'U.UUO WIUl

any new masculine acquisition youI happen to have caught during the
V week. '

It's hard to tell the mob reasoning
that makes a crowd of people think

* Ufo Is alluring It they walk on the west
> aide of the street and dismally uninterestingIt they take the opposite side.

But you couldn't convince the strollers
'

on Fifty-second street that one pave5mcnt Is just as good as another Blnce it
j> was constructd by the Bame company.
J In any event the street Is a gaudy
\ highway ablase with lights. It acts

like a magnet on the rows and rows
ot houses In the dim streets beyond
the lights, dragging from their upbolsteredarmchairs people ot every

, age. They come eager for excitement,
for brilliance, for anything that will

| give a grind finale to the week.
^ Tbo Town Gossip.

She's a combination of a local who's
I who and an unexpurgated copy ol the

Young Ladies' Christian Herald. She
edits the first edition at the fruit
stand on Saturday night
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( 7o \rtic 5*2. street f)t1 hieht is complete.

i
"Good evening, Mlas Jonea," ihe

saya. "Aren't theso fine orangfcal I'll
take two. No, Just two. Mr. 9. won't
eat oranges since all theso deaths have
cuma irom npo olives.It rrom OUves,
why not oranges, says her

All this In the most casual manner.
Suddenly she becomes confidential and
her listeners realise the main feature

-is on.
"Mj-ra Miller has,left her husband I

Ko ^cct 1?
/^ wllant ih
L 15# qucb. <or

Oh,'yea, It's true. Her husband says
to her, he says, 'Three dinners In a
row'wo've had salmon.' "What do you
wantr says Myra, 'an alycart mealf
Myra begins to cry and he swears awfuland she threw sumpln'.I beard It
Bmash.and then I see her going down
the street with her grip. It's a shame,
I say, and probably it'll be all oyer the
street tomorrow.
"Well, I'm thankful Mr. S, la eventempered.Ho Is, you know, except

when ho has hay fever. Speaking of
hay fever, I hear that Mrs. Fottcrman's
daughter's little gtrl has blood-poisoning.

"It's too had about Myra, though I

Thev Young Lac
, m ue is

A YOUNG lady took her drat poem
to the local newspaper office,
and In her shyness entered the

advertising Instead of the editorial departmentShe handed the poem to the
brisk young man behind the counter,
and he proceeded to count the words
in It briskly, tapping each word as he
counted It with his pencil.
The poem ran like this:

THE LAST DAY.
As the*sun sank to rest that evening
My hopes turned to ashes and dust

And the future will bring me butrgrlev
ln« Z

nor lie who haul broken his trust.
And the dsy, that has gone shall be erer
The last that I erer shall know

Ot Joy and -of loving for ever. ,

And the future la clouded with-woe,
"That*% all rights-very nice,* said

the brisk clerk. "Ifs Sd words,at 2
cents-a word.21.68 for one Insertion.
Will that be enoughr

fCooimv PaiunniiA ln>) > jII
«w It comln'. A man can't serre two
masters, I sap. la those my oranges? II
Twcnty-nvo conta tor two oraniesijV § I I
Tako 'cm back. I guess Mr. S. la eft II
right In not eatin' oranges." -,? ?9

The All-Sight Restaurant. I
Joe keeps the corner oyitersjiop? M

where lite Is especially rlrld nntll | I
midnight. The llttlo restaurant sf L
ons to wistful appeytes through a >A Jtfi
plate-glass window with an apparenu^VUSaflcandid eye. "The only dark secrets ol a*{JJl
my existence" It seems to say^"are to S®
be found In my kltchon. I know'the'l fHj1mysteries ot hash and croquette." .

Joe has enomles. They an;to bo /PAfound In tho ranks of the gOdfly" folk \fjf
woo go 10 mo Sanaatone cnurcn on rjpLSunday and whisper behind tholr. silk I (MJ
cloved hand that It there la a secretin
Joe's llto It Is to be found in the cellar^ 75?You can see for yourself that peopjo Iffl,
so Into Joe's looking utterly forlorn J5( K|
and they come out laughing, TjJJJ
Ererybody knows Joe. He ls>t£e

spiritual adviser to that part^|tjjo jJJcofnmunlty which does not goto the ffluT
Sandstone Church. He knowe1.wise r«j|l
man, that you can't comfort the brdken-jgiptfJhearted or reason with a law-breaker hVeMH
until the Inner beast is fed. Let^Joo sl|U
serve up a sloshing plate of V'cdani
chowder or a plate of chlckenjjla
Then, leaning on one elbow, heljijlls- yJT g|
ten to the latest quarrel yon had .with f(^f\
your wife or anything else yon wantlto yg

"Welti" Joe says at the end,bf|tjio (R
narrative, "I'll not say you're right nor VpJ SB
111 not say you're wrong, but. lf(lt fffn II
was mesclf, mind you that had taken Lwjw -j|
Mrs. Swarzonfelder's baby coachfrom [J5, ;;;J
her porch lost night, thlnktn''that w|j|
she'd never miss It and that It wtrmS|f [g
be just the thing to wheel bottles home £j]
with, I'd put It back and/ say politely Tm*
that In the dark I'd mistaken It foS|ra|n|Bj

Ttaer *11 do what Joe telle- them||Hie shop Is the center ot all discus- |9slon on art and literature and tho 11 ::
world politic that Fifty-second.street 11 ;
knows. In the excitement ot the last IIJ
disarmament powwow Heinle StjiSt1 II
enfelder swallowed an unusually large
mouthful and cut himself in the throatS fifl

« *. \ II -H
The cop pries himself loose fromtjo II

drug store wall. It is a quarter of'12 / II
and the streets are clearing. Tho lr- |llflresistible hand ot the clock chanjwa II
the street to the ordinary email town
street after midnight All that Is left (KgIs the newsboy crying an extrv^w; III S
plaintive wall ot a peanut whlatle;ain2® II
a footstep or two paslng by. II
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ty's first foem |
Tho young lady blushed and Bmlled. I 111

aura. .Quite a pet he ni, I'll bet. Too

eyes flashed with astonishment and antlemen,"

hissed the young lady. "Excnseme. It was my mistake."

"By gosh!" said the elerk toilmself ("31
as he read the poem over again. "Br LM|gosh. The Last Day/heyT I thought


